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leaving the city. Long after we have forgotten the sweet
bravura of the cathedral, the profound sadness of those
ruined Romanesque churches, the gaiety of the shady
summer streets, and even the beauty of the lonely city
herself, abandoned there like a ship in full sail stranded
among the mountains, those great Roman arches
remain with us, symbols of some majesty that was once
in the world, the shadow of which she has so strangely
been able to preserve. And so when all the tumult of
the day is hushed, hushed the footsteps of men in the
streets of the city, and all is silenced in sleep, and we,
who yet are awake, seem to move as it were in a dream,
while across the desert or over the mountains the wind
passes by, that never dies away, or forgets, or is lost in a
thousand meadows, or on the sea, it is that profound and
human architecture we seek, as elsewhere we might seek
the hills or the autumn fields or the sea itself, feeling at
that moment the supreme need of our mother the earth.
Well, here in Segovia it is that indestructible work of the
Romans built out of the mountains, that seems to stand
as a symbol as it were of the immortality and strength
of nature and natural things, their immense power of
renewal and re-creation; in the loneliest minutes of the
soul it is not in vain you will come to that well of
water, for it shares with the simplest things, the flowers,
the sea, and the earth, something of Him, in whom one
day we shall find all our desire.